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Husiness Cards,

W. P.ELLISON. M. B. DeSILVA.
ELLISON & DeSILVA,

Evvison House.
| Jaekson Stpee
MILLERSBURG,_QH_IC_)._

J.G. BIGHAM, M. D.

PHYSICIAN & SURGEON.

ESHECTFULLY annouuces his readiness to give
ailention 10 all professions] ealis.

He mparmitted to refec 1o the Medical Faenlty of
the University of Michigan. snd to the Modical Faculty
of the University of the Uity of New Vork.

Frederickaburg, 0., Sept. 20, 1§60—ndmb

J. W. VORHES,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Millersburg, Ohio.
FFICE,one door East of the Book Store,
up siairs,

April 28, 1858—v2n35y1.

G. W, RAMAGE,

PHYSICIAN & SURGEON

HOLMESVILLE, O.
expeetfally informms the public that he has located
Rhlmw‘llih

the above viilage, for the praciice of his

profesaion., H
7 - TE four deors west of Reed s eor-
ner. oFFIoR® Augd, 19580—v3ndnl

~ J. E. ATKINSON,

FEROENTIST,
MILLERSBURG, O,

NOW PREPARED to furnleh to order all
the different kinds of Artificial Toeth, from one toan
entire set. [F~OfM-¢ on Mainsireet, two doors east of
Dr. Boling's office, up stalr.
June 9, 18§52

DR. T. G. V. BOLING,
PHYSICIAN & SURGEON

MILLERSBURG,O.,
THAKKFUL for past favors, respeetiully
tenders bis professional services to the pub-
lie. Office in the room formerly oceupied by
Dr. Irvine.
April 15,1858 — 2341

DRE. EBRIGHT,

PHYSICIAN & SURGEON,

MILLERSBURG, O.

©OMlece on Joncksan Strect, nearly opposite the
Empire House.

Residence on Clay Street, oppositethe
yterian Chureh.

J. P. ALBAN,

DENTIST,

MILLERSBURG, O.

. rtifieial teeth in-
T e serted on Gold.

Silver, Vuleanite &

e Poreclain base.

b Teuvth Extracted,

Cleaned or filled. —

Satisfaction warran-

ted.

Room at the “Ellison House.™
Nov. 28, 1860.-v1,

BENJAMIN COHN,

DEALER IN
RBADT - MADE ELLZTING,
Of Every Descriptioa,
COR. OF JACKBON & WASHIGTONSTS..
MILLERSBURG, O.

PLAIN & FANCY

JoT PRIVMTING

OF ALL LINDE, NEATLY EXECUTED
AT THIS OFFICE.
CASKEY & INGLES,

DEALERS IN

BOOKS & STATIONERY,

Millersburg, Ohio.

TO THE PUBLIC.
I haxd wrehased Waorley and
é‘ 3 4; {uﬁﬂu sezn; hine, is sfill on
to walt on the public in his Hoe in the way of &

garment.
£33 1 am also agent for sald Machine, snd ean recom-
mend it as the best now inuse, for all purposes.

CALYL AND SEE IT OPERATE.

Above Joo, Carey's Auction Boom.
Sept. 20, 1460—nim3. A, WaITR.

BAKER & WHOLF,
Forwarding and Commission
MERCHANTS,

AXT DEALERS IN
SALT FISH, PLASTER, WHITE
AND WATER LIME.
" . POBCHASERS OF
FLOUR, WHEAT, RYE, CORN, OATS,
CLOVER AND TIMOTHY SEED,

ALSO,
Butter, Eggs, Lard, Tallow and all kinds
. of Dried Fruits.

WAREHOUSE, MILLERSBURG, 0.
Sept. 18, 1856 —4t1.

ey Srmiionss. 1860 § "o amiyon
| - B.STEINBAHER & 0.,
-. Produce & Lommission
: MERCHANTS,
Doalors in
Ploar, Grain, Wil Siaf, Salt Fish, White and Water Lime,
PURCHASERS OF
Wheat, Rys,  Corn, Oals, Seeds, Dried
Fruits, Bulter, Eggs, Wool, .
M.M.SPEIGLE, Agent,

Poetry.

THE TWO VILLAGES.
Over the river, on the kill,
Lieth a village white and still;
All around in the forest-trees
Shiver and whisper in the breeze;
Over it suiling shadows go
Of soaring bawk snd screaming crow,

Apd mountuain low nad sweet,
Grow in the mﬁdle of every street.
Over Lhe river, under the hill,

Anotber village lieth still;

There I see in the eloody ni
Tviuklingumdhnmehulshlligh.
Fires that gleam from the smithy's door,
mth&:curlmlhgriraubou;

in the reads no grasses grow,
B the whedohott wand e

In that village on the hill

Never is sound of Smythy or mill;  [ers;
The } ousesare thateh'd with grassand fiow-
Never a clock 1o toll the bours;

The marble doors are always shut,

You cannot enter in hall or hut;

All the villagers lie asleep:

Never a gram to sow or reap;

Never in dreaws to moan or sigh;

Silent and idle and low they he.

In that village under the hill,

When the night is starry and still,

Many & weary woul in prayer

Lu:ihn to the mhdr: \';Iblage tll:.cre.

And weeping and sighing, longs to

Upto Ir:‘u bome from this h(-ki‘:; X
Longs to sleep in the forest wild,
Whither have vanished wife and ebild,
Aund heareth, prayiog this answer fall:”
“Patience! that village shall bold ye all!”

HMiscellancons.
A RACY STORY.

A Somvenir of a Vengeance.

In 1745, said Doctor Taifer, I was at-
tached as principal assistant surgeon to the
Military Hospital at Constantina. The
hospital is built on & rock of three or four
bundred feet in beight. It overlooks at
once- the city, the Governor's palace, and
the immense plain which stretches as far
as the eye can see. No poise, not a mur-
mur, troubled the quiet of my studies un-
til the hour when the drum and trampet
called our men to the barracks. Garrison
life had no charms for me. I fancied nei-
ther absinthe nor coguac. At the time of
which I speak that was called as being
Incking in esprit du corps, but I cared not.
I occupied myself with my studies, my pa-
tients, and my presecriptions.

No one cared to criticise my taste, save
a certain lieutenant of voltigners, named
Castongnac.  As I was alighting from my
coach, on my arrival at Constantina, a voice
behind me exclaimed: “I'll wager that’s
our new surgeon.” I turned and found
myself in presence of an Infantry officer,
long, laok, awkward, a red nose. This was
Licutenant Castagnac. He extended his
hand, saying: “Yon are weleome, doctor.
Delighted to make your acquaintance.—
You are tired—is it not so? Letusgoin
—I'll present you to the circle.”

The “circle” at Constantina mesans al-
ways the bar-room, the restaurant of the
officers.

We enlered, for how could I resist the
sympathetic enthusiasm of such a man.—
And moreover, I had read @il Blas.

“Waiter, two glasses. What's yours,
doctor ¥ cognac! rum ”

“No—curacos.”

“Curacon! Why not parfait-amour {—
You have a queer taste. Waiter, absinthe
for me. Your health, doctor,”

“Yours, Licutenant.”

Useless, perbaps, to say that this inter-
view did not particularly charm me. But
I made the acquaiotance of many officers
of the same regiment who laughed much
with me at Castagnac. One of them,
named Raymond Duterte, told me that on
his arrival at the barracks, Castagnac had
made him drink as well as myself, and that
not liking practical jokes, a duel bad en-
sued, in which he had wounded Cestagnae.

Toward the middle of June, an epidem-
ic broke out at Constantina. The hospi-
tal received not only soldiers but a large
vumber of citizens. Among my patients
were Castagnac and Duterte. The former
had delirimm tremens, and the only intelli
fiblu phrase be uttered, was “Fatima! Oh!

‘atima.”

This roade me presume that the poor
fellow, crossed in love, might have had re-
sort to slimulants to drown his griefr This
thought inspired me with pity for him.—
QOune day, in & moment of consciousness, he
asked me—

“What did I say, doctor! Have I said
anything i

“No, lieutenant.”

“I must have been raving. Don't de-
ceive me,”

“Did you suppose I would remember
what you would rave about? If you like,
I'll jot down what you say.”

He lvoked at me a moment steadily,
then, dropping on his pillow, murmured,
“A glass of absinthe would do me good.”

One morning, as 1 was entering Castag-
nac’s rooms, my friend, B.aymond%uer.err.a,
accosted me.

“Doctor, I'm going to ask a favor of

ou.”

“Willingly, my dear fellow, if possible.”

“The favor is to give me a Ir’mi" to go
out for the day. I think I'm getting
well.”

“The fever prevails in the city, and 1
don’t want to subject you to a relapse.”

“@Give me two hours,”

“Impossible! Don't insist. It would
be useless. Iknow how du!l you wust be
—your impatience to breathe the fresh air
—but you must be quiet.”

“You are resolved I

«Entirely. Wait eight days and then
we will ses.”

He went away in 8 bad humor. I en-
tered Castagnsc's rom sod accosted him.

“How sre you this morning "

“Quite well. Was not that Raymond
you wera talklog tof”

“Yu.ﬂ

“What did be wantI”
“Leave to go out, and I refused him.”
He snid nothing more, but & vague ap-
ion seized me. That night one of
my patients died, and I had his body con-
veyed to the dissecting-room. For two

May u‘m_‘PIILLERSBU RG, O.
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hours, I proceeded with my work without

interruption. It came to be eleven o'clock,
and fati with my labor, I was looking
out of the window, when I saw a flock of
carrion birds, evidently waiting for ::Ex‘:y lil’e-

ture to seize upon their prey. ight-
?::d at the sigh t,P? motinnfd }t'bem :Igay.
They obeyed my signal. At the same mo-
ment a noise broke upon my ears.

Between the entry that Castagnac’s
room led out of, between the precipice and
the wall, there was a stairease; not more
than a foot wide, covered with broken bot-
tles and vessels.

“Why hasa’t the sentinel seen that man §”
I thought. “In a moment he'll fall.”

Instantly I heard the voice of Castagnac
sl:louli;g out, “Raymond, wheie are you
oing "
s 1 heard a fall—a groan—then all was
still. Then a burst of laughter, then &
closing of & window.

For twenty minutes I remained immov-
able—a cold sweat exuding from me. I
went lo bed, but found sleep impossible.

I kad need of repose, but my emotions
kept me awake. I was convinced that
Castagnac had perpetrated a crime, and in
my mind's eyes I fancied I could see the
terrible drama enacted. But Morpheus
prevailed at last, and I fell into a slumber
at about three o'eclock. When I awoke it
was daylight; the high wind of the night
before bad lulled, and the clear sky and
delightful breeze made me almost doubt
my memory and think I had had a bad
dream.

Strangely enough I felt a kind of fear
about verifying my impressions. I went
to fulfill my duties, and it was ouly after
having visited all my patients that I went
to the room of Duterte. I knocked athis
door—uo reply. I opened it—he was not
there, I called the servants, and asked
where Licutenant Duterte was. No one
had seen him siace the night before.

Summoning all my courage I entered
Castagnac’s room. A glance at the win-
dow showed that two panes of glass were
broken. I said as cooly as I could:

“Something of a wind last night, eh,
lieutenant "

Looking quietly up from a book he was
reading, be answered:

“I should think so—look at my broken
window.”

“This cliamber, lieutenant, seems to be
more exposed than the others—or perbaps
you left the window open ¥

The muscles of his face contracted al-
most imperceptibly.

“No,” said he looking at me with a
strange air, “it was shut.”

“Ah!” Then approaching him to feel
his pulse, “And your health—how are you
to day I

“Not very bad.”

“Yon seem better—a little nervous. In
fifteen days you will be well, lientenant, 1
promise you. Ouly then try to govern
yourself—no wige."”

Despite the pleasant tone I affected, my
voice trembled. To touch his hand was
to me like touching a reptile. And his
searching eye never left me. However, I
continued talking. Just ss I was going, I
said, as if a sudden thought had struck
we:

“By the way, Licutenant, Duterte hasn't
been to see youl”

“Duterte ¥

“Yes; he's been away since yesterday,
and nobody knows what has become of
him.”

“No one has been to see me—mno one.”

“He took up his book, and I left the
room convinced of his erime, but uolucki-
Iy I bad no proofs. If I denounce him—
1 thought—be will deny the charge, and
what testimony can I produce! None!—
My own evidence will not suffice.  All the
odium of the actuation fall on me, and 1
shall have made a terrible enemy. I re-
solved to wait and quietly watch Castag-
nac,sure that in the end he would betray
himself. I weni. to the commandand and
simply imtormed him of the disappearance
of Lieutenant Duterte.

The pext day some Arabs informed us
that they hnd seen on their way to Phila-
delpei. a uniform hanging to a rock, and
that birds of prey were flying round it in
thousands, filling the air with their cries.
This led us to find the remains of Duterto.

The officer of the garrison talked of the
affair for two or three days and then
changed the subject. My pasition, in the
midst of this general indifference was pain-
ful, silence weighed upon me like remorse.
The sight of Castagoac excited in me an
indignation, a sort of insurmountable re-
pulsion. He often looked at me as if he
would read my soul. He suspects some-
thing, I thought; if he verifies his suspi-
cions, I am lost, for he would stop at no-
thing.

These ideas imposed npon me an intol-
erable constraint, but Providence came to
my aid. Oune day I was about go in the
city at three in the afternoon, wheun a cor-
pornl brought me & letter he had just found
i a coat of Duterte's,

“It is from & Moorish girl named Fatima,”
said he, “and 1 thought it might interest
on.”
The letter was very brief, and simply
appointed & time and place for a rendez-
vous. But whata revelation in the sigua-
tare !

“So then,” I thought, “that was Castag-
nac's exclamation in his delirium, ‘Fatomn !
O Fatima!" This woman lives, Perhaps
she loved Duterte, It was to go to this
rendezvous that Duterte asked permission
to leave the hospital. Yes—ihe note is
dated July 3d. Not being abie to go by
day he risked the night, and Castagnac
awaited him."”

I soon found mysell in front of Arab
house. 'The door was open snd I saw one
Sidi Houmaium making coffee. 1 had
once cured him of s maliguat disease, and
he was very grateful to me, I entered and
found five or six of his neighbors smoking
their chibouks, He nﬁ'e::g me & cup of
coffee and a pipe. Time flew slowly away,
snd st six o'clock a bell summoned his
guests to prayers, and I was left slone
with Sidi Houmnium.

“Beigneur Taleb,” said be, “what brin
you tomy bumble abode? How mg;
serve you.

“By making me acquainted with Fatima.”

“Fatima, the Moorish girl I"

“The same.”

“Seigueur Taleb, in the name of your
motber do not see that woman.”

[ ‘\' h}, 'B

“She is the destruction both of the fsith-
| ful and of the unbelievers. She
| & charm which kills—do not see her.”

“#Sidi Houmaium, my resolution is taken.
Fatima possesses charm, but I A
a greater charm. Hers gives th, but
mine gives life, youth, beauty. Tell ber
that, Sidi Houmaivm; tell her that old
age and wrinkles vanish at my approach;
tell her that the apple of Heva—that ap-
ple which has condemned us all to die since
time began—1I bave found the seeds of it,
I have planted them aud bave produced
the tree of life, whose savory fruits give
eternal youth. Let ber taste it, and
she old, be she ugly as a sorceress, her
wrinkles will disappear, her skin become
white and soft as lily, her lips rosy and
perfumed as the queen of fiowers.”

“But, Seigueur Taleb,” cried the Mus-
sulman, “Fatima is notold. On the con-
trary, she is young and beautiful ; so beau-
tiful that a sultan might be proud of ber.”

“I know it—sbe is not old but she may
grow old. I which tosde her. Sidi Hou-
maium, remember your promises.”

“Sinee such is your will, Seigueur Taleb,
return here at this time to-morrow. But
remember what I say to you—Fatima
makes a bad use of her beauty.”

Be tranquil—I wish not to forget it.”

1 was punctual the next day to my ap-
peiniment. I set out with him, and, leav-
ing the main street, ws walked into & lit-
tle street called Suma-streel, where two
persons ean not walk abreast, and devoted
prineipally to miserable little shops. In
one of the labyrinthine crooks and turns
of this street Sidi Houmaium stopped be-
fore a low door and knocked.

“You will follow me—you will serve
me as an interpreter,” I said to him in a
low tone.

“Fatima speaks French,” he answered,
without turning his head.

At the same moment the shining face of
a negress appeared at the door. Sidi Hou-
maium and some words to her in Arabic.
The door was opened and suddenly shut af-
ter me. The vegress had gone out through
a side door which I bad not seen, and Sidi
Houmaium remained in the street.

Alter waiting some minutes, I began to
grow impatient, when a door opened on
the left, and the negress who had intro-
duced me made & sign Lo enter. With a
few steps I found myself in a corridor, out
of which many doors opened. The ve-
gress led me into a parlor, richly bung with
silk curtains of Moorish design. The room
was elegantly fitted up, but my attention
wns maivly attracted by Fatima herself,
who was seated upon a divan—a beautiful
woman, elegantly dressed.

For some seconds she looked at me at-
tentively, and then smilling, said earelessly :

“Enter,Seigneur Tateb. Sidi Houmaium,
warned me of your visit. 1 know the mo-
tive which brings you. You are very good
to enterest yourself in poor Fatima, who is
growing old, for I will soon be seventeen
—seventeen the age of tardy repentance.
Well Seigneur Taleb, sit down and be
welcome. You bring me the apple of
Heva; isitinotso! The apple which gives
youth and beauty—and poor Fatima has
need of it.”

I know not what to reply; I was con-
fused; but suddenly recalling the motive
which had brought me, though the effect
of an extreme reaction, | became as cold
as marble.

“Your raillery is graceful, Fatima,” I re-
plied, taking a seat on the divan. *I lLad
beard your wit praised no less than your
beauty. I seel was told the truth."

“Ah! and who told you?”

“Duterte.”

“Duterte I

“Yes, Raymond Duterte, the young of-
ficer—he whom you loved, Fatima.”

Her eyes assumed a look of surprise,

“Yho bas told you that I loved "him "
said she looking at me with a strange air.
“Ii was false. Was it he who said 11"

“No, but I know it. This letter proves
it—the letter which you wrote to him, and
which was the cause of his fale, for it was
to meet you that be risked his life.”

Hardly had I pronounced these words
when the Moorish girl rose suddently, a
fire gleaming in her eyes.

«] was sure of it,” sheexclaimed. “Yes
when the pegress informed me what had
happened, I said to her, “Aisse, it is he
who did the deed. It is be. O, the
wretch '™

And as I looked at her, stupefied, know-
ing not what to say, she approached me
and said in a low voice:

“Will be die? Do you think be will
dic soon? I wounld wish tosee him be-
headed.”

She bad seized me by the arm, and I
shalljoever forget the expression of her face.

“0f whom do you speak, Fatimaf” 1
asked, “Explain yoursell. I do not under-
stand "

“Of whom? Of Castagnac. You are
Taleb at the eapital—give him poison.—
He isn \-illaiu.p H;Fmad me toP:ril-o to
the officer to come here, for I did not wish
to. The young man had long pursued me,
but I knew that Castagnac was his enemy.
Then when I refused he threatened to
come out of the hospital to beat me if I
did not wiite immediately, Here—Lere
is his letter. I tell you he a villian !”

It would be unpleasant to me, my dear
friends, to repeat all that Fatima told me
of Castagnae, Suflico it say that after
seducing her he had corrupted ber. Nay
more, he often beat her.

I left her house snd found Sidi Hou-
maium awsiting me at the door.

“Beware, Seigneur Tnleb, you are very

le. The bad angel is hovering o'er your

ead.”

1 ngod his hand and replied, “Fear
nothing.”

My mind was resolved. Without losin
a moment I went to the bospital
knocked at the door of Castagnac,

“Come in"

My expression probably announced
nothing good, for he ross suddenly on see-

ing me.

“Ah!itis you?!” he said, forcing him-
self tosmile. I did not expect you.”

My only reply was to show him the let-
+ter he had wrtten to Fatima. He grew
pale, and after locking at it a moment was
about to throw himself upon me, but I
stopped him with & gesture,

“If you stir one step,” [ said, drawing
my sword, “I will kill you like 8 dog!—
You are a wretch. You killed Duterte—
I know it! Do not deny it. Your con-
duct toward this woman is shameful.—
That a French officer shonld descend to
such & degree of infamy! Hear me. 1
ought to give yon up to justice, but your
dishonor would reflect upon us all. If you
bave any courage left, kill yourself. 1
give you till to-morrow. To-morrow at
seven o'clock, if 1 find youalive, I will my-

be | self lead you to the commandant.”

Having eaid this 1 left him without
waiting his reply, and went (o give orders
to the guard to prevent Lieutenant Castag-
pae from leaving the hospital under any
pretext. I recommended a very particular
watch to the porter, holding him respon-
sible for all that might happen in case of
negligence, and went to my dincer as if
pothing had happened.

Since Castagnae's erime was fully proved
to me, I felt myself implacable. Duterte
cried to me for vengeance.

After dioner I purchased a powdered
torch, such as our gpaiah carry at night,
and went to the hospital. Time flew away.
The guard had been twice relieved, when
I suddenly heard rapid and furtive steps
up the staircase, behind the door of which
I had placed myself. There was s knock
at the door, I did not answer. A hand
seemed to seek the key.

“Ju is Castagnac,” I said to myself.

Two seconds passed.

“#QOpen!” a voice exclnimed.

I was not deceived—it was he. Ilis-
tened—then he attempted to foice the
door. Then there was a silence. Then
something fell from above. It was in-
tended for me; but I escaped death.

Soon I saw the shadow of Caslagnac

advancing on the outside wooden wall of
the courtyard, which was of great height.
He hoped to gain the other end and de-
scend by a staircase. Quicker than an an-
telope 1 reached the courtyard, and fired
the staircase and wall. He cried for mer-
ey, but he found a grave of flame.
In anentry I found my sword. I knew
he had taken it from my room to kill me.
Going to my room, I found that the door
had been forced, and my papers senttered
in all directions. This circumstance com-
pletgly dissipated the sentiment of invol-
untary pity with which the terrible fate of
the villain bad inspired me.— Boston
Evening Gazelle.

THE IRON VAULT.

A MYSTERY OF THE PAST.

Story of a San Francisco Lock-
sm

I am a Locksmith by trade. My ealling
is A straoge one, and possesses a cerlain
fascination, rendering one of the most a-
greeable of pursuits, Many who follow it,
but labor—think of nothing but its returns
in gold and silver.
charms than the money it produces. Tam
called upon slmost daily, to open doors and
peer ioto lopg neglected apartments; to
spring the stubborn locks of safes, and
gloat upon the treasure piled therein; to
quietly enter the apartments of the ladies
with more beauty than discretion, and pick
the locks of drawers containing peace de-
stroying missives, that the dangerous evi-
dences of wandering affection may not
reach the eyeof a husband, or father, in
possession of a key; to force the fastenings
of cash-boxes, and depositories of records,
tel Iing of men made suddenly rich, of cor-
porations plundered, of orpeans robbed,
of bopes crushed, of families ruined. Is
there no charm in all this!—no food for
speculation—no scope for the range of
pleasant fancy ! Then who would not be
a locksmith, though his face is begrimmed
with the soot of the forge, and his hands
are stained with rust.

But I have a story to tell—not exactly a
story, either—for a story implies the com-
pletion as well as the beginnig of a narra-
tive—and mine is scarcaly more than an in-
troduction 1o one. Let him who deals in
things of faney, write the rest. In the
spring of 1856—1 think it was in April—
1 opened » little shop on Kearney street,
and soon worked myself into & fair busi-
ness. Late one ovening a lady close-
ly veiled, entered my shop, and pulling
from beneath a closk a small japaned
box, requested me to open it. The lock
was curiously construcea, and I was all of
an hour in fitting it witha key. The lady
seemed nervous at the delay, and st leogth
requested me to shut the door. I wasa
little surprised at the suggestion, but of
course complied. Shuuting the door and
returning to my work, the Iady withdrew
her veil, disclosing as sweet a face as can
well be imagined. There was a restless-
nessin the eye and a pullor in the cheek,
however, whjch plainly told of & hcart ill
at ease, and in & moment every emotion for
for ber had given place to that of pity.

#Perhaps you are not well, madam, and
the night air is too chilly I” said I rather
inquisitively.

felt a rebuke at her reply: “In reques-
ting you to close the door, I had no other
object than to escape the altention of pas-
sers”

1 did not reply, but thoughtfully con-
tinued my work. She resumed: “That
little box contains valuable papers—private

pers—and I have lost the key, or it bas

nstolen. Ishould not wish to bave
you remember that I ever came here on
such an errand,” she continued, with some
hesitation, and giving we a look which it
was no difficult matter to understand.

“Certainly, madam, if you desire it. If
I cannot forget your face, I will at least at-
Lempl. to lose the recollection of seeing it

m‘ll

The Indy bowed rather coldly at what I
considered a fine compliment, and I pro-
ceeded with my work, satisfied that a sud-

To me it has other| pl¥

den discovered partiality for me had noth. |

ing to do with the visit, Having wucceed.

ed after much filing and fitting, in turning
the lock, I was seized with the curiosity to
geta glimpse st the precious contents of
the box, and suddenly raising the lid, dis-
covered a bundle of letters, and & Da-
guerreotype, as 1 slowly passed the box to
its owner. She seized it hurriedly, and
piacing the letters and picture in her pock-
et, locked the box, and dmwing the veil
over her face, pointed to the door. 1 open-

ed it, and she passed into the steest, sha |

merely whispered “Remember!” We met
again, and 1 have been thus particular in
ascribing her visit to the shop, to render
probable a subsequent recognition.

Aboul 2 o'clock in the morning, in the

latter part of May following, I was awoke |

by a gentle tap vpon the window of the
little room in the back part of the shop in
which I lodged. Thinking of burglars, I
sprang out of bed, and in a moment was
at the window, with & heavy hammer in
my hand, which I usually kept at that time
within convenient reach of my bedside.

“Who's there!" I inquired maising the
bammer and peering into the darkness—
for it was as dark as Egypt when under the
curse of Israel’s God.

“Hist " exclaimed & figure stepping in
front of the window; ,‘open the door I have
business for you.”

“Rather past business hours, I should say;
but who are you{"”

“No ona that would harm you,” returned
the voice; which I imagined was was rath-
er feminine for a burglar's,

“Nor no ove that can!” I replied rather
empbatieally, by way of a warning, as 1
tightened my grip upon the bammer, and
proceeded to the door. T pushed back tha
bolt and slowly opened the door, discover-
ed the stranger already upon the steps.

“What do you want " fabruptly inquir-
ed.

“I will tell youn,” replied the same soft
voice, “if you dare open the deor wide
enongh for me to enter.”

“Come in," said I, resolutely throwing
the door ajar, and proceeding to light a can-
dle. Having succeeded, I turned to exam-
ine the visitor. He was a small and peat-
ly dressed gentlman, with a heavy Raglan
around bis shoulders, and a blue navy cap
drawn suspiciously over the eyes. As I
advanced toward him, he seemed to hesi-
tate a moment, and then raised the cap
from his forehead, and looked me curious-
ly in the fnce. Idid not drop the candle,
but I acknowledge a little nervousness as
I hurriedly placed the light upon the ta-
bie, and silently proceeded to invest mysalf
with two or three very necessary articles of
clotking. As the lord liveth, my visitor
was a lady, and the same for whom I had
opened a little box about a month before!
I:F:\'ing completed my basty toilette, I at-
tempted to stammer an apology for my
rudeness, but utterly failed. The fact, is 1
was confounded.

Smiling at my discomfiture, she said:

“Disguise is useless: I presums you re-
cognize me {”

“] believe I told vou madam, I should
not soon forget your face. In what way can
I serve yon !”

“By doing balf an hour's work hefore
day to-morrow morning, and receiving five
bundred dollars for your labor,” was the re-
Iy.
“]It is not ordinary work,” said I inqui-
ringly, “that commands so manificent a
compensation.”

]t is a labor common to your ealling,”
returned the lady. “The price is not so
mueh for the labor as the condition under
which it must be performed.”

“And what is the condition 1" T rnquir-
ed.

“That you will submit to being convey-
ed from, and to your own door blindfolded.

Ideas of murder, burglary, and almost
every othef crimes to villainny, burriedly
presented themselves in succession, as 1
politely bowed, and snid: 1 must under-
stand something more of the character
of the employment, as well as the condi-
tions to aceept your offer.”

“Will not five hundred dollars answer
in lien of an explanation?” she inquired.

“No—auor five thousand.”

She patted her foot nervously on the
floor. Icould see that she had placed en-
tirely too low an estimate on my honesty,
and 1 felt some gratification in being able
to conviuce ber of this fact.

“Well then, if it is absolutely necessar
for me to explain,” she replied, I must tell
you that you are required to pick the lock
of a vault, and—"

“You have gone quite far enough, mad-
ame, with the explanation,” I interrupted,
“1 am at your service.”

“As I said,” she continued, “you are re-
required to pick the lock of n vauit and
rescue from death a man who bias been con-
fined there three days.”

“To whom does the vault belong§" I
inquired.

“My husband,” was the somewhat re-
luetant reply.

“Then why so much secrecy, or, rather,
how came a man confined in such a place "

“I secreted him there to escape the ob-
servation of wy hushand. He suspected
as much, and closed the door upon him.—
Presuming he had left the vault and quit-
ted the house by the back door, I did net
dream, until to-day, that he was confined
there. Certain suspicious acts of my bus-
band this afterncon convincs me that the
man is there, bayond human hearing, and
will be starved o death by my barbarons
husband unless immediately rescued. For
three days he has not left the house. 1
“drugged” him less than an hour lﬁo, and
he is now so completely stupefied that the
lock may be picked without his interfer-
ence. 1 bavesearched his pockets Lt ean-
not find the key; hence my application to
you. Now you know all; will you accom-

me "

“To the end of the world, madam, on
such an errand.”

“Then prepare youmlf ; there is s eab
waiting st the door.”

1 was a little surprised, for I had not
heard the sound of wheels. Hastily draw-
ing on a coat, and providing myself with
the requisite implements, I was soon at the
door. There sure enough, was a eab, with
the driverin his seat, ready for the myste-
ricus journey. 1 entered the vehicle fol-

|lowed by the Iady. As scon as I was
senled, she produced a heavy haudkerchief,
| which, by Lhe faint light of an adjacent
| street Iamp, she carefully bound round my
| eyes. The lady seated berself beside me,
(and the cab started. Ia haif an hour the
| vehicle stopped—in what part of the city
| L am entirely ignorant, as it was evidently
| driven in auything but a direct courss from
| the poiut of startng.

_Examining the bandage, Lo ses that
 vision was cowpletely obscured, the lady
| handed me a bundle of tools with which I
was provided, then taking we by the arm
led me throagh the gate into a house which
I know was a brick; and after taking me
along the passage-way which conld not
have been less than fifty {eet in length,and
down a flight of stairs into what was evi-
dently an underground basement, stopped
beside a wvault, and removed the hanker-
chief from my eyes.

“Here is the vault—open it,” said she,
springing the door of a dark lanters, and
throwiug a beam of light upon the lock.

I seized a bunch of skeleton keys, and
after a few trials, which the lady seemed
to walch with the most painful anxiety,
sprang the bolt, The door swung upon its
hinges, and my companion, telling me not
to close it, as it was self-locking, sm
into the vault, I did notfollow. 1
a murmer of low voices within, and the
next moment the lady re-appeared, and
leaning upon ber arm a man, with face so
pale and haggard, that 1 started at the
sight. How be maust bave suffered during
the three long days of Lis confinement in
the vault!

“Remain here,” said she, handing me
the lantern; “I will be back in 2 moment.”

The two slowly ascended the stairs, and
I beard them enter & room immediately
above where [ was standing.  In less than
a minute the Iady returned.

“Shall I close it, madam " =aid I, pla-
eing my hand upon the door of the vault.

“No! noi" she exclaimed, hastily seiz-

ing my arm; “t awaits another cccupant I
“Madam, you certainly do not intend
to—" .
“Aro you ready I she interrupted, im-
patiently, holding tha hankerchiof befora
my eyes. The thouzht flashed across my
mind that she intended to push me into
the vault, and bary me and my secret to-
guther. Shessemed to rend the suspicion,
and continued: “Do not be alarmed.—
¥ou are not the man!”

“I could not mistake the truth or the
fearful meaving of the remark, and I shud-
dered as I bent my head to the handker
chief. My eves were as carefully bandaged
as before, and I was led to the cab, and
thence driven home by a more circuitous
route, than the one by which we came.
Arriving in front of the house, the hand-
kerchief was removed, and I stepped from
the vebicle. A purse of five bundred dol-
lars was placed in my lband, and in a me-
ment the cab and its mysterious occupant
had turned the corner and were out of
sight.

I entered the shop, and the purse of
gold was the enly evidence I conld sum-
mon in my bewilderment, that ali I had just
done and witnessed was not a dream.

A month after that I saw the lady
and the gentleman, taken from the vault,
leisurely walking along Monigomery street.
I do uot know, bui [ lelieve the sleeping
hushand awoke within the vaull, and his
bones are there to-day! The wife is still
a resident of San Fraucisco.

Cold Weather.

Bayard Taylor gives the following se-
count of the effect of extreme cold upon
men

“But thera is still a degrea of cold be-
yond that, which I bave not described. It
it when there is a strong wind blowing
from the Nosth at a temperature of forty
or fifty degrees below zero, The sensation
with which you endure, I can ouly charae-
terize ns a contivued struggle for life—
Then you not ounly feel the cold, but you
actually see it. The air is hazy with the
frozen moisture. The sky is like a vault
of solid steel, so hard and pale does it ap-
pear. And the wind is like a blast out of
| that fabulous frozen hill of the Scandina-

vians. The touch of it on the face is like
| cutting with an exeeedingly dull and jag-
| wed knife. T endured this weather during
| two days of travel in an open sleigh, but
very fortunately it was blowing on my back,
or I would have been obliged to give up
the battle. Every man I mot who was
traveling against the wind had a face ei-
ther already frozen-or- just in the net of
freezing. Those purple faces surrounded
with rings of ice did not seem to belong to
huean beings. Dr. Kane deseribed to me
his sensations upon being exposed for two
days to a storm at a temperatura of 47 de-
groes below zero.  Although the physical
effect was not particularly painful, yet the
mental effect was such as to make himand
his men delirious for some days nfierwards.
The physical effect of an extremely low
| mnqmntnre——pcrhnp the lowest which
|! the human frama is capable of feeling—is
|8 sort of slow, penetrating, deadly chilly
| ratker than an acute and painful sensation.
' But after the battle is over, on entering &
warm room, then a painful sepsalion com-
mences. 1 experienced a curious countar-
partof this on the African desert. Da-
ring the warm houts of noonday with the
air like the blast of a faruace, I did not suf-
fer any felling of intense heat; but after
sunsot, when the tempernture fell rapidly,
then I began to burn and glow throngh
and trough like alive conl, It would seem
from that, that the absorption of either
beat or cold into the body is much less
sensibly felt than the giving it out again.”

Fresosr Arzrven.—Col. John C. Fre-
mont, the celebrated explorer, and the csn-
didate for the Presidency of the Rabab-
lican party in 1858, arived in New York
by the Arial. Mr. Fremont comes, it is
said, on business connected his Mari
clnim and mining company. Their rights
are now fally rocognmed by all the tenants,
and the communty is an orderly and pros-
perous & one as any in Califorsis. The
company itself it is also doing » very large
and profitable business.




